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Hellspawn 


"Twenty years we've spent protecting your ass and for what?" Nate hissed. 


Standing in the middle of the studio's control room, Dave stared down at his battered Vans. His hair hung over 
his eyes in dark strings. 


"Twenty years, Dave," Nate repeated. "And for what? You to open that big, drunken mouth of yours and let it 


all out" 


Dave nodded before slowly lifting his head. Candles burned around the control room while the overhead lights 
flickered and hissed. There was another thud at the front door, the building shaking and plaster fluttering to 
the floor. 


Across the room, his band stood shoulder to shoulder with Nate. All of them had the same cold look, their 
eyes narrowed as they stared at Dave. He was the one that had put them in that position and he was the one 


that had to get them out of it. He held up his hands and took a deep breath. 


"tll be okay-" 


"Okay?!" Chris demanded. "Dave, we have Repos at the door. And you know who they're here for?" 
There was a lump forming in his throat and Dave nodded as he swallowed around it. 
"Good," Chris demanded. "Glad you know that you're the fuck up here." 


Again, Dave nodded. There was another thump at the front door as though something heavy was being 
repeatedly thrown against it. The Repos were after him because, and Chris was right, thanks to his big mouth 
he's brought them to the front door. That one comment to the media, the one about him not being from that 


world, had the soul-repossession men hammering at the door with a battering ram. 


Dave wasn't normal. Anyone could see that. But he wasn't normal in an entirely ethereal way. As an Incubus, 
he'd been sent to cause mayhem and mischief. With his dark hair and impish smile, it hadn't taken long for him 
to start causing trouble. Right from when he was young, up until the more recent years of sleeping with 


anything with a pulse, Dave had always had a knack for leaving people wanting more. 


That was, until a few months previously, when he'd noticed the way that his drummer was looking at him. With 
his long blonde hair and wide smile, Taylor was beautiful, celestial even. Dave had never noticed how much he 
adored the drummer until just a few short weeks ago. They'd been sitting in the studio and Dave had tried to 
ignore the feelings that had been swimming in his stomach. They'd goofed around a lot over the years but 
never had Dave felt the pinch in his gut like he had on that sunny, summer's day. 


In the blink of an eye, his whole world had changed. He'd gone from being the happy, drunken slut who caused 
chaos wherever he went to wanting to settle down and buy a house with a white picket fence. That night they 
went to bed as a couple rather than just friends who wanted company. 


Only his love for Taylor had made him a little more mouthy than usual. Their previous tour had seen him 
make all kinds of suggestive comments about the drummer, up to and including saying that, he was going to 


kiss Taylor once they were back at the hotel. 


I'm not from this world. l'm, like, some kind of sex demon. But I've fallen in love with the most wonderful person 
in the world. | couldn't be happier. 


That one comment, made just a day previously, was the reason their building was shaking like a leaf in a storm. 


However, the studio was built to withstand such attacks. It had to be in order to protect Dave's identity. The 
door that was taking a beating was, like all of the outer doors, bombproof. The windows were bullet proof and 
the whole building was shielded with withstand and electronic pulse. Beneath the control room was a fortified 
safe room that was stacked to the gills with weapons. Shuffling his feet, Dave could feel the trap door beneath 
the rug. 


He looked to his band, hoping and praying to the God that had thrown him from heaven, that they would be 


saved. 


Taylor was the first to step forward. He knelt down and began to roll the rug back. "Suppose we'd better arm 


ourselves. Those doors won't last forever." 
"They will," Dave gently protested. 


"An hour." Taylor sat back on his heels and looked up at Dave. "They're guaranteed for an hour and those guys 
have already been hammering at them for the past twenty minutes. Better knuckle up, Grohl, ‘cause it's gonna 
be one hell of a night." 


The trap door was solid steel and Dave watched as Taylor punched the access code in. The door's locks 
thudded back and, with a slight grunt, Taylor lifted the metal away from the hole. He was so used to cradling 


Taylor in his arms that he'd forgotten how strong the slender man was. 


In the darkness beneath the control room, a light flickered on, its low hum reaching Dave's ears. He may have 
been a demon but, thanks to his human form, he was still prone to accidents and incidents. Much like losing his 
hearing in one ear. It was only when he cocked his head to one side that he was fully able to hear Taylor 


rummaging around the safe room. 


The first box to be thrown up was long and thin. Chris's name was stencilled on to the black lid. The guitarist 
picked it up and placed it on the couch before opening the lid. Nestled inside was a compound bow with a quiver 


of arrows. 


The building shuddered once more and the lights flickered There was the fizz of the electricity threatening to 


shut down at any moment. 
"Taylor?!" Dave called down in to the safe room. 
Taylor's voice echoed back up to him. "Yeah?!" 


"Can you start the generator? Power's gonna give at any moment." 
"Can do." 


There was the splutter and rumble of the generator starting up, the floors beneath Dave's feet vibrating with 
the sound. Boxes continued to be tossed out. Nate used a pump action shotgun while Taylor was their eye-in- 
the-sky with an armoured drone that was capable of killing people from a five thousand foot altitude. Pat's 
protection was the smallest, and the most impressive. Able to be hidden in the palm of his hand, the small, 
metal tube sent out a lethal kick of electricity, enough to disarm any electronics that the Repos were carrying. 
Any circuitry would be fried in a heartbeat, leaving the intruders blind and without communications. If the 


band were lucky, it would also knock out whatever weapons they were carrying. 


The final box that Taylor threw from the bunker was Dave's. It contained an antique katana that had originally 
been carried by a samurai. Dave had long forgotten how it had come to be in his possession but over the 


years it had served him well. He balanced the sword in his hands, the years of use flowing through his fingers. 


Dave heard the front door splinter and crack. Voices that he didn't recognise drifted along the corridors as the 
Repos began their sweep of the building. They wouldn't just take him. They would take anything that they could 
get their hands on, especially if it was worth money. In the Repos eyes, Dave was a walking, talking bank vault 


and it would only be a matter of time before everything from photos to studio gear was being auctioned off. 


As torchlight swept down the corridor, Dave cowered in the corner. His hands gripped the sword's leather- 
bound grip as he mentally prepared himself to defend all that he loved. 


"He's in here!" a gruff, unfamiliar voice called. The voice was male and tainted with whisky, smoke, and age. "| 


can smell him." 
"Yeah, boy!" a younger voice. "I'm catchin' that stench. He smells like the Hell he's going back to." 


Dave moaned softly and pressed himself closer to the wall. A hand on his shoulder made him look up and, in 


the dying light, he found Nate standing over him. 
"We've got you, buddy," the bass player murmured. "Don't worry, okay?" 


Dave nodded but, deep down, he knew that Nate was just putting on a brave face. With a final fizz of static, 
the electricity died and the studio was plunged in to darkness. 


The torchlight grew closer and Dave could hear the metallic creak of guns being readied. Bullets of silver and 


other precious metals would be used to end his earthly existence and send him on his way. 


From across the room, Dave heard the gentle hum of Taylor's drone starting. He knew that the small craft 
would rise to the ceiling and broadcast images back to the drummer. The machine would only fire when 


provoked, its computers programmed to sense the danger that surrounded those it was assigned to protect. 
"Think they're armed?" one of the Repos asked. 


"With all this stuff lyin’ around? Without a doubt. That guy's rollin’ in it and they're gonna want to protect 
their golden goose. ‘cause dead golden geese don't lay golden eggs." The gruff voice snickered. "These guys are 


gonna be back in the welfare line before the night's over." 

That was all Dave needed to hear. The sound his band being dragged through the mud was enough to boil his 
blood. The Repos could take him. They could sell his assets. But Dave wasn't going to let them hound the men 
who had nothing to do with his existence on Earth. 


‘lm ready," he murmured to Nate. 


"They're down by the kitchen," Taylor whispered from across the room. 


For someone who was normally so active and skittish, Taylor had a surprisingly cool head when it came to a 
crisis. Just like their songs and shows, they had rehearsed this moment time and again knowing that, one day, 
it would come. Out of all of them, Taylor had surprised everyone by somehow becoming the most balanced. 


"Davy," one of the Repos called, "Oh, Davy boy. We're know you're in here. Come out, come out wherever you 


are. 


The men snickered and another said, "Yeah, it's your last night Tonight. Hope you've enjoyed this ride. ‘cause it's 


over now. You're going back to where you belong." 


Dave could feel his heart rate picking up. The tension in the room was thick and heavy and tainted with the 
scent of their fear. None of them had ever thought that this day would arrive. None of them had ever 
believed that Dave would out himself and send them all into hiding. 


The Repos were employed by various religious orders to keep the evil of the spiritual world from stepping foot 
on to the earthly plane. Dave had seen them in action on several occasions, snatching away unsuspecting people 
and, no doubt, ending their lives. The mere thought of them struck fear in to his heart, more so now that he 


had another to love and protect. 


The first gunshot rang out and Dave peered through the gloom to see the drone release a volley of gunfire. 


Cries came from the hallway. 
“They're retreating," Taylor hissed. "But | doubt that its gonna be for long." 


Those were the words that everyone needed to hear. Around him, Dave heard the band ready themselves. He 
got to his feet and brandished the sword while the other men moved to form a barricade before him. Down in 


the safe room, the generator rumbled as it tried to catch and relight the studio. 


There was a bright burst of light as the Repos entered the room and Dave blinked to shield his eyes. He heard 


gunfire and shouting, the noise making his ears ring. He wanted to hide and wait out the storm. 
"Dave!" Pat yelled. "Get the hell outta here." 
"Not this time," he replied. 


Opening his eyes, he stood for a moment and took in the scene. There was a battle happening in the middle of 
the control room, one that didn't involve guns but hand to hand combat. Figures danced through the white 
torchlight as the the Repos were desperately trying to fight their way through the wall of men. One body was 
already slumped in the doorway and Dave watched as Chris took out a second one. The Repo gave a gargling 


howl before his heavy body crashed to the floor. Nate and Pat were fighting with another while the drone 


hovered above Taylor's head and kept the rest of the room covered. There was, by Dave's estimation, another 
four or five of the men. All of them were armed to the teeth and all were ready to kill whoever they had to 
in order to get to their prey. 


Stepping in to the foray, he swung the sword at one of the men. The blade sliced through the air and caught 
the Repo off guard. For a split second there was a stunned look on his face, his gun cocked against his 
shoulder and ready to fire, as blood streamed down his body. He fell to the floor with a thud, his limp arms 
taking out a table of magazines. The gun skidded away, its torch illuminating the floor with a streak of white. 


Overhead, the lights flickered back on and Dave could see the scene before him. Blood and bodies splattered the 
floor. Pat was slumped in one corner, his face knotted in pain and his right hand clutching his left arm. Leaving 
the others to fight the remaining men, Dave raced to his friend and knelt down. He placed his hands over Pat's. 


"You okay?" he asked, 
The other man nodded stiffly. "Yeah. Just a flesh wound. I'll be okay. Go and finish this." 


Satisfied that Pat was okay, Dave got back to his feet just in time to see one of the remaining Repos make a 
dive for Taylor. Anger, horror, and pain flared through him, making his blood and his head swim. The man's gun 


was raised and aimed at Taylor's head. 


Dave didn't think as he calmly stepped up to the man. Grabbing Taylor, Dave pushed the younger man behind 
him before wrapping a hand in the Repo's hair. Pulling the man's head back, Dave drew the long sword across 
the Repo's throat. He watched as the man spluttered, his eyes wide and filled with shock as blood streamed 
from the wound. With one last pull of the sword, Dave hit the man's spinal column and separated his head 
from his body. He took one look at the man's face, the light fading from the Repo's eyes, before he tossed it 


to one side. 

"Not tonight, Satan," Dave murmured. "You're not having me back tonight. Nor any other night." 

Silence fell over the control room and everyone slowly lowered their weapons. Each and every one of the Repos 
were dead, their bodies piled around the room. Dave looked down at himself and took in the blood that stained 
his clothes. Lifting his head, he looked at the men that he shared his life with. All of them looked equally 
exhausted, their clothes and skin splattered with blood. 


Dropping the sword, Dave stepped up to Taylor and wrapped his arms around the younger man. His own body 


shook as he sobbed, his tears dampening the drummer's hair. 


"l'm sorry," he murmured. "l'm so sorry." He opened his eyes and peered through Taylor's hair at the rest of 


his band. "I'm sorry that I've put you through all of this.” 


Chris was the first to smile. "It's okay." 


Still clinging to Taylor, Dave asked, "Why'd you do it?" 

"Because there's more than one supernatural being in the band," Chris replied. 

Stepping back from Taylor, Dave felt his heart go in to free fall. "Really?" 

Chris nodded. "Show him, Taylor." 

The blonde man pulled away from Dave and stripped off his bloodied shirt. Dropping it to the equally bloody 
floor, he turned and gave Dave his back. Between his shoulder blades were two sore looking vertical wounds. 
Taylor hissed when Dave stroked his fingers over them. The younger man's muscles rippled beneath his skin 
and he groaned as he lowered his head. Dave watched as the wounds began to pull apart, tearing at Taylor's 
skin He was both horrified and fascinated, sickness rising from the revulsion and his heart singing that he 
wouldn't be alone any more. 

As slow as the coming of Spring, two giant wings eased themselves from Taylor's back. The younger man didn't 
make a noise as they arched and spread. The feathers were as white as snow and Dave felt tears prickle his 
eyes. Stepping in front of Taylor, he looked at the man, took in his lowered head and the sweat that dotted his 
chest. Curling a finger beneath Taylor's chin, he lifted the younger man's eyes to his own 

"You're so beautiful,” he murmured. "And l'm not surprised that you're an angel. | always said that you were. | 
just didn't realise that it would be true." He sniffled and rubbed a hand over his eyes as he tried to chase 
away the tears. "My angel. My beautiful angel, here on Earth with me." 

He slid his arms back around Taylor and held him close. His heart sang as the drummer returned the gesture. 
"Will you stay like that for a while?" Dave asked. "With your wings? | want to admire you." 

Taylor squeezed him. "Yeah, | will” 


"So what now?" Nate asked. 


He gave Taylor a quick kiss before pulling back. The angel folded his wings and placed a hand in the small of 
Dave's back. 


"We get cleaned up. Anyone, other than Pat, got any serious wounds?" 


Everyone shook their heads and Dave continued, "We get Pat fixed up and we clean up this place. Get 
everything replaced that needs replacing." 


Nate walked back in to the room with the first aid kit tucked under one arm. "And the bodies?" 


"There are ways and means of getting rid of them," Dave replied. He grinned. "Just because I'm a lowly demon 


doesn't mean that | don't have contacts, too. They'll be gone by sunrise and no one will ever know what 
happened. But for now-" He sighed and stretched. "I think we all need to get some rest." 


There were murmurs of agreement and Dave turned back to Taylor. Running his fingers over the large, 
powerful wings, he smiled at the drummer. 


"Spend the night at mine?" he softly asked. 


Taylor smiled warmly and leaned in to give him the gentlest of kisses. "Gladly.” 


